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Chapter |. 


Jonathan stared around the large reception room, wearing the biggest shit eating grin he'd ever worn in his 
life. After the little surprise that his partner, Linkin Park's Chester Bennington, had hit him with on last year's 
Lollapalooza, he sworn that he'd turn the tables on him. All in his own warped, twisted, perverted way, of 
course. This was where the press conference to announce the acts for Linkin Park's very own package tour 
was to be held. Surprisingly, Korn were on the bill, but Jonathan had cleared his schedule so that he could 
spend the first three weeks with his lover. People were amazed that Jonathan and Chester had lasted this long. 


But now, Jonathan and Chester were heading into their second year together, and were only just recently 


outed. If anything, they outed themselves....... 

September 22nd, 2004: It was the biggest night in the music business, after The Grammies- The MTV VMA's. 
Much to Korn's astonishment, they'd actually been nominated in the "Best Metal Video", for "Y'all Want a 
Single". And they weren't the type to turn down a night of drunken debauchery, so, naturally, they decided to 


go along. 


Munky went with his partner in debauched crime, Kelly, David with Shannon, Fieldy turned up with some girl 
picked at random from his big black book, and Head decided to bring his friend, Adrienne. 


Jonathan, however, had been in two minds as to whether or not he should go. 

Part of him wanted to go, just in case they did win, and then he could get on stage to deliver a rant about 
censorship. The other part, the one that could be incredibly lovesick and fluffy, didn't want to go, because he 
couldn't turn up without his beloved Chester. 


Both Chester's management and his had flipped at the thought of them being seen in public together. 


This did not sit well with either of them, and in the end, they calmly informed their managers, and press 
departments that not only were they going to the VMA's, they were going together. 


As a couple. 


Cue the press departments at both Sony and Warners imploding, as they figured out how best to deal with the 
situation. They only got away with going together if they promised not to go any further than holding hands. 


Jonathan and Chester sat in the back of the, quite frankly, huge limousine that was taking them to Radio City 
Music Hall. The rest of Korn and Linkin Park had their own limo's, and they were all due to arrive within 
minutes of each other. Chester reached across, and took Jonathan's hand. 

"How are you doing, Nonie?" asked Chester, giving Jonathan's hand a gentle squeeze. 

| wanna puke. You sure we should do this?" replied Jonathan, returning the squeeze. 


"Yes. We love each other, don't we?" Chester smiled. 


Jonathan's insides went to mush. That smile was just too cute to ignore. 


because they love each other, on red carpets, frequently." said Chester. 


"But they're straight, Chas. It's socially acceptable for them to kiss." 


"The way | see it, babes, is that we're in love, so whats wrong in us showing the world that we love each 
other?" 


Jonathan could see that Chester was determined to behave like a ‘proper’ couple, no matter what the 


consequences. He could be adorably pig headed, when he wanted to be. 


"You really do love me, don't you?" smiled Jonathan, entwining his fingers through Chester's. Chester kissed the 
tip of Jonathan's nose. 


"More than anything or anyone else on this planet, baby." 


"We could be committing career suicide, you do realize that?" 


loving kiss, gently licking at Chester's bottom lip. 

"Okay, then,” said Jonathan, resting his forehead against Chester's. "Ill do it. | love you too... 
The rest of Korn and Linkin Park had already begun the long walk up the red carpet as Jonathan and Chester's 
limo pulled up outside Radio City Music Hall. Chester smiled, and nudged Jonathan, 

"Are you ready?" 

Jonathan let out a snort of laughter. "I'll have you know that's my line." 

Both men took a deep breath, and Chester opened the door. 

"Well.....there's no going back now." 

They got out of their car, and the massed ranks of press, photographers, and fans could be heard to gasp, 
loudly, in astonishment, as the poster boys for angst ridden ‘nu-metal began to walk up the red carpet, hand 
in hand. 

always did when he was nervous. 

‘Its gonna be fine, Nonie." said Chester, squeezing Jonathan's hand. 


"Just remember, all we've got to do is get up to the top of this carpet, and into the hall. After that, we can 


do what we like." 
Jonathan chewed on his bottom lip, and tried to drop Chester's hand. 


"I-I-| don't know, Chas." he stammered. 


Jonathan was beginning to shake now, and his breathing became more panicked, more rapid. 


Chester stared at his lover in shock. He knew that if Jonathan's asthma took hold, he could end up being taken 


away in an ambulance. 


He whirled around to stand face to face with Jonathan, and lifted his head up so that he could look in 


Jonathan's eyes. 


"Nonie! Nonie!" he practically yelled, as the paparazzi continued snapping away at them. Jonathan stared at 
Chester, gasping for air, his chest heaving as he tried to breathe. 


The press that surrounded them almost leaned forward as one, trying to catch their conversation 


Jonathan began to breathe with Chester, his racing heart slowing down, and the slight purple tinge to his face 
easing. Chester rested his forehead against Jonathan's, his hand coming up to lazily caress his cheek. 


Chapter 2 


As before,don't know,don't own... 
Chapter 2 


Jonathan and Chester stood there for what seemed like hours, with their arms wrapped around each other, as 


Jonathan's breathing came back to normal. Chester gently stroked his hair, and Jonathan looked up at him. 


And before Chester could say anything, Jonathan's lips were on his, gently kissing him. 

The crowd screamed in shocked approval, as Chester pressed himself against Jonathan's body. Chester 
deepened the kiss, and the whirring of the cameras as Jonathan's and Chester's tongues met and entwined was 
deafening. 

Chester brought his hand up to tangle itself in Jonathan's hair, and Jonathan sighed in happy contentment. 
Meanwhile, slightly further up the red carpet, the rest of Korn and Linkin Park could hear the loud roar of the 


crowd, and several of the massed entourage turned to see what it was for. 


Adrienne, Head's partner for the night, dropped Brian's hand, and let out a loud, shocked yell. 


"What? What?" squeaked Kelly, Munky's date, excitedly. She began jumping up and down, using Munky's 


shoulders for leverage as she tried to see what the commotion was all about. 


"Oof....Kelly! What the fuck are you doing?" whined Munky as Kelly accidentally scraped the back of his leg with 
her boots. 


Kelly stopped jumping, not understanding what Adi meant. 


"Is that all? Fuck, those two kiss all of the time..." 


Kelly turned white with shock, and began jumping up and down again, this time almost climbing up Mike 
Shinoda's back in an attempt to see. The rest of the guys barely gave the scene a second thought.....except for 
Munky, who had turned a very fetching shade of red. 


Jonathan and Chester, however, were still kissing furiously on the walkway. 


Jonathan was teasing Chester by playing with his lip ring, nipping at it, and licking at it with his tongue, bringing 
forth a barely disguised moan from Chester. 


Murky saw this, and quietly mumbled "I love that lip ring... 
Not quietly enough. 

"WHAT?I?!" howled Kelly, loudly. 

"What?" replied Munky, trying to cover his tracks 

"You said that you loved Chester's lip ring! 

Murky blushed 

"N-no, | didn't! 

Kelly glared at Murky, 

"Don't you fucking lie to me, Shaffer! | heard what you said. You said that you loved Chester's lip ring” 


She stood in front of Munky, her hand on her hip, a ‘don't you fucking mess with me look on her face. 


Munky mumbled a half assed explanation that he hoped that Kelly wouldn't hear. 


Unfortunately, she did. 


Kelly reeled around and playfully punched James into the arm. 


The press that were near this exchange began to furiously scribble down the fact that James "Munky" 
Shaffer had just been outed by his "girlfriend". Adi and Brian stood there, trying not to fall over laughing at 
the scene, as Munky whined at Kelly. 


Munky finally got away from Kelly, and shot into the lobby, with Kelly in hot pursuit. 


Jonathan and Chester finally managed to put each other down, and embraced, lovingly. 


And with that, they took each other by the hand, and continued the walk up the red carpet, blissfully ignorant 
of the chaos they'd caused. 


Chapter Three 


Once again, don't know, don't own(more's the pity). The name of Rae Alexander was taken from Kerrang! 


magazine, and was used with no malice intended. 


Jonathan made his way through the mass of chairs set up in the large conference room. And the best thing 
about his plan was that Chester didn't even know that he was here. In fact, as far as Chester was concerned, 
he was back in Los Angeles, working with the newest addition to the Elementree roster. Jonathan had even 
called to talk to Chester from the same hotel that he was staying in, and told him how much he was missing 


him. And then had to hang up before he went into a fit of hysterical laughter. 


He came to stop in front of the long table that dominated the room, looking at the names that were lined up 
along the length of it. 


that covered the table, and crawled underneath it. 


30 Minutes Later: The press conference for the Projekt Revolution tour was well underway. And already they 
were onto grilling Chester about his relationship with Jonathan. Meanwhile, Jonathan was beginning to wonder 
when the perfect opportunity to put his plan into action would arise. He stifled a yawn, and tried to get 
comfortable without alerting Chester to his presence. 


"Chester? Rae Alexandra, Kerrang! magazine. How long have you been in a relationship with Jonathan Davis?" 


Chester's face lit up at the mention of Jonathan's name. Even after two years of downright perversion, he 
loved him. He turned and smiled at Munky, silently asking him for permission to talk about it. This affected not 
only Chester and Jonathan, but every member of Linkin Park and Korn. Mike Shinoda smiled at Chester, as did 
Munky. Chester took a deep breath, and finally broke his silence on the matter. 


"A little over two years, actually. And he makes me very happy. Even if he does have a tendency to hog the 
bed covers at times." smiled Chester. 


Jonathan's eyebrows shot up at that remark. "He's got some nerve! | hog the covers? At least | don't lift the 
bed covers by wind power alone!" he thought. 


journalists were eagerly waiting for Chester's answer. Chester stared at Rae in amused disbelief. 


"Excuse me?" was Chester's stunned reply. "Am | intimate with Jonathan?" He barely stifled a giggle. "What do 
you think?" 


"Of course l'm intimate with him! He's my boyfriend, for Christ's sake! What do you think we do in bed? Play 
fucking Scrabble?" 


That was it. The opportunity for Jonathan to say hello to Chester. And the best thing about it was that 
Chester would know that it was him, without actually seeing him. Thank fuck for his special talent. Jonathan 
lifted his hand and brought it to rest on Chester's denim clad crotch. God, he'd missed that gorgeous cock of 
Chester's. Jonathan began to gently caress it, softly cupping Chester's balls as he did so. 


"How did you meet Jonathan?" asked another journalist. Chester opened his mouth to answer, but stopped when 
he felt a hand reach up to caress his dick, and another hand reached up to cup his balls. He tried to disguise 


the look of astonishment that must have been obviously on his face. 


Meanwhile, Jonathan had scooted forward to grasp the zipper of Chester's jeans with his teeth. It had taken 
him what seemed like forever to get it right, but he didn't want to take his hands away from Chester's dick. It 


had been too long since he'd even seen it, never mind wrapped his mouth around it. And boy, did he want it...... 
"Chester?" the journalist asked again, noticing that Chester had lost his train of thought. 


"Um..sorry, what was the question again?" replied Chester, trying to concentrate. "How did you meet 


Jonathan?" asked Rae again 


wasn't, Chester told himself. Maybe if he ignored it, it wouldn't be real. Maybe this was some weird dream, and 
he was going to wake up any minute now. Then again, maybe it was some deranged fan, and she was molesting 
him as some strange form of fan worship. He decided to carry on as normal, in the vain hope that this would 


stop. 


Chester's voice began to falter, before trailing off. He swallowed, hard. 


This was because Jonathan was busy licking at Chester's dick through the thin fabric of his boxers. He inhaled, 
deeply, savoring the scent that was uniquely Chester. A mixture of vanilla and musk filled his nostrils, making 
his own cock jump. He was so turned on by the mere thought of having his mouth wrapped around Chester's 


dickthat he could feel it leaking already. 


"What's the best thing about having Jonathan as a lover?" asked a journalist from ‘Playboy’. It was obvious 
that he was hoping that Chester was going to let slip some bedroom secrets. Chester went to answer the 


Jonathan stared longingly at Chester's cock. It twitched before his eyes, almost beckoning at him. "Okay, babes," 
he whispered softly. "This is where | tell you how much I've missed you...’ He leaned forward, licking his lips, 
and took as much of Chester's cock into his mouth as he could. Jonathan sighed, contentedly, as he began to 
bring his mouth down along Chester, then sucking hard at the head of his dick, making the most of Chester's 
taste. 


as good as this. But he was in Los Angeles, so if it wasn't him, then who the fuck was it? Chester turned to 
Mike. 


the waves of pleasure that were beginning to course through him. 


If this wasn't who he thought it was that was sucking him off, then a)he was almost as good as his Nonie; and 


b)boy, would he be in deep shit with his Nonie if he found out about it. 


"Then what's wrong?" replied Mike, as Bert McCracken answered a question about his relationship with Kelly 
Osbourne. Chester sank into his chair, laid his head back to rest on the back of it, and closed his eyes. 


Without even thinking about doing it, he began to move his hips, gently thrusting into the mouth that was 
surrounding him. A tongue began to flick lazily against the head of his dick, and it was all he could do not to 
levitate off of the chair. 


Jonathan was loving every minute of this. And when Chester began to thrust into his mouth, it brought forth 
a barely concealed groan of delight from him that reverberated against Chester. 


He brought his tongue up to lap at the head of Chester's cock, savoring the taste of the precum that was 
oozing profusely from the tip. He swooped down along Chester's length, relaxing his throat muscles, and 


practically swallowed Chester whole. 


Chester bucked upwards in his seat, and clutched at the sides of the chair, groaning quietly. 


"I take it that whoever it is, is under the table doing it?" asked Mike. Chester nodded wildly, still bucking his 
hips up. A low grunt escaped from him. "Ho...ly.... HIT! Oh.my..god..w-whoever this is....s..is..good at this..." 


"Want me to look underneath and see if | can see who it is?" asked Mike. 


Chester nodded again, swallowing as he tried to control himself. God forbid that the journalists would begin to 
notice what state he was in. Although, they seemed to be having more fun talking to Snoop Dogg about his 


porn films. 
Mike bent down to lift the large red tablecloth, and gasped at what he was faced with. 


There, sitting between Chester's legs, was a very turned on Jonathan Davis, with Chester's dick in his mouth. 
Jonathan's eyes widened in shock and astonishment, and he waved his free hand at Mike, silently pleading with 
him not to say a word to Chester. 


Mike could only grin, and quietly mouthed "You fucker!" at Jonathan, before he let the cloth fall from his grasp. 


Chester managed to say. 


"Nothing. It's too dark down there." replied Mike, lying through his teeth. He was beginning to enjoy this, now 
that he knew what was going on. 


Jonathan began to speed his movements up now, knowing that Chester wouldn't be able to hold out for much 
longer. He alternated between swooping down along Chester's cock, and sucking powerfully as he brought his 
mouth back up. If this performance didn't get him skewered to the mattress later on, then nothing would. 


he gasped. 


"Oh no..." said Mike. "You're not gonna..cum now, are you?" 


His orgasm ripped through him, and he stiffened in his seat, biting down hard on his lip, drawing blood as he 
tried not to scream out loud. He did, however, slam his fist down onto the table, making everyone in the room 


jump with fright. 


Jonathan smiled around Chester, feeling his balls tighten as he began to cum. Chester streamed down 
Jonathan's throat, and Jonathan swallowed as much as he could, and wiped what dripped down his chin with his 
fingers. He let Chester slip from his mouth, and brought his fingers up to lick Chester's semen from them, 
smiling as he did so. 


A hand reached up to gently put his cock back into his boxers, and he could hear the zipper being done up. 
Chester looked down, to see a hand that was wearing a ring. A very familiar ring. A golden claddagh ring, that 
had a diamond heart in the middle. He lifted the cloth to see.......a very smug Jonathan Davis smiling up at him. 


"Told you I'd get you back for that ‘party’ that you threw mel" whispered Jonathan. "And I'm not finished yet!" 


Chapter 4 


Chester finally regained the ability to walk after Jonathan's little surprise. What was puzzling him now was 
what he'd said before he left for their room. 


Meanwhile, in Chester's suite, Mike Shinoda and Jonathan were sitting on the King Size bed that dominated the 


large bedroom. Both men were clad in only their boxers, and both were extremely turned on. 
"Are you sure you don't mind doing this?" asked a nervous Mike. Jonathan grinned. 
"No, | don't mind it. Besides, itll drive Chester out of his mind. | know that he loves threesomes, but this? He'll 


be chomping at the bit to fuck at least one of us though the mattress!" Jonathan brought his hand up to cup 
Mike's cheek. 


of him, and he can't touch us. | might just be evil enough to tell him that he can't even touch himself” That 
familiar, evil, playful grin returned to Jonathan's face, and Mike soon began to giggle. 


"You wouldn't......would you?" 


forward to kiss Mike harshly, nipping at his bottom lip, and making Mike moan loudly. 


‘lm looking forward to this party..." whispered Jonathan, his hand moving down to rub the small of Mike's 
back. 


The door to the suite opened, and Chester announced his arrival. 
"Hey, Nonie! You here?" 


"Wait here. Don't move, just stay where you are. I'll be back" whispered Jonathan, breaking away from Mike. He 
nipped at Mike's lip, drawing blood. Mike moaned yet again, and licked at the blood that was there. 


Jonathan strolled out of the bedroom, his impressive erection clearly visible through the flimsy material of his 


boxers. It was all Chester could do to suppress an appreciative moan of desire. 


Jesus Christ, but that man was absolutely beautiful. Sometimes Chester thought that his heart would explode, 
he loved Jonathan that much. 


"Okay, Chazy. Sit. Now." ordered Jonathan, pointing at a nearby armchair. He went to his bag, as Chester stood 


there, a look of confusion on his face. 

"What?" he asked, not moving an inch. 

"You heard. Sit in that chair. Now." Jonathan tapped his foot impatiently. 
"Well?" 

"Well what?" 

"I'm warning you, Bennington, get into that fucking chair now." 

"Why?" 

"Because | fucking said so, that's why." 

Chester stared at Jonathan. 


"Where did this come from?" he asked. If truth be told, Chester was getting horny at the thought of 


Jonathan's domineering side emerging. It had been far too long since it had broken loose. 
Jonathan said nothing. He merely walked over to Chester and shoved him roughly into the chair. 
"Arms on the armrests." 


When Chester didn't comply, Jonathan picked up Chester's arm and put it on the armrest. He then took out a 


roll of duct tape, and secured Chester's wrist, repeating the procedure with the other arm. 


"Comfy now?" 


Chester's stream of questions were cut off, as Jonathan grabbed at a silk scarf in his bag, and gently gagged 
him. Then he got behind the chair, and pushed it towards the bedroom. 


"| told you that | hadn't finished yet, Chazy. In fact, a friend of ours even wanted to join in" said Jonathan, 


squeezing past a protesting Chester, his cock coming dangerously close to Chester's cheek 
Mike propped himself up on his elbows, and smiled at Chester. 
"Chester told me just how evil you could be, Jonathan, but this really is evil." 


Chester's eyes widened in shock and surprise, and his muffled shouts rang through the room. Jonathan raised 


an eyebrow, questioningly. 
"What's wrong, Chester? Don't you want to watch me have my fun?" 
Chester merely growled. Jonathan walked over to his lover, and grabbed him by the cheeks. 


"So, let me get this straight. It's okay for you to talk me into having a mini orgy with one of my guitarists, 
another guitarist that | happen to think is incredibly sexy, and you, but now you have a problem with me 


having my wicked way with your emcee? That's rich... 
He let go of Chester's face, pushing him back slightly. 


Jonathan made his way back to where Mike was sitting, and sat facing him. 


down in front of me." ordered Jonathan. 

Mike, who had never made a secret of his submissive streak to his friends, happily knelt down in front of 
Jonathan. Jonathan stared straight at Chester, who, by now, was frantically trying to free himself from the 
restraints that Jonathan had placed him in. 


"Mike, | want you to listen to me. Look at mel" snapped Jonathan, grabbing Mike by his cheeks and pulling his 


face towards him. 
"I want you to suck me off. And make sure that Chester can see what you're doing to me. If you do it right, 
what they're told." 


Mike scooted closer to Jonathan boxer clad crotch, his brown eyes turned up towards Jonathan's. Jonathan 


suppressed the urge to sigh as he did so. He could have gotten lost in those eyes. 


Mike didn't say a word, just hooked his fingers in the waistband of Jonathan's boxers and pulled them down, 
slowly. Jonathan lifted his hips up, drawing his breath in sharply as the material slid down along his erection, 
creating a friction that threatened to send him over the edge. 


Chester, meanwhile, was watching the proceedings with barely disguised shock. This wasn't happening, he told 
himself. Jonathan and....... Mike? 


Of all people, Mike Shinoda? 
This had to be a dream. 
Or more to the point, a nightmare. 


Chester closed his eyes, hoping that when he opened them again, he'd be in his bed. It wasn't, and he wasn't. 
"Not Mike," he thought, "anyone but him, please....... 


Then again, Jonathan had wanted to make him suffer, and the tape was put on tight enough to make sure that 


all he could do was watch. 


Once divested of his boxers, all Jonathan could do was look down at Mike as he carefully took Jonathan's cock 
into his mouth, and began to bring his mouth down along his length, sucking gently as his mouth came back up. 
Mike's tongue flicked lazily against the tip of Jonathan's cock, lapped at the precum that was beginning to pool 
there. 


Jonathan groaned, and bucked his hips up, pushing his dick further into Mike's mouth. The groan reverberated 
around the room, and Chester's eyes widened in horror, shocked that the man he loved was even enjoying this. 


A wave of nausea overcame him, and Chester swallowed, hard, fighting the urge to vomit in disgust. 


Mike, to Jonathan's surprise, was good at this. His legs shook as Mike's mouth picked up speed, and sucked hard 
as it came back up along his length. Jonathan clutched at the sheets, throwing his head back, losing himself in 


the waves of pleasure that were coursing through him. 


Chester was in shock. As much as he loved Jonathan, he couldn't believe that the man who had pledged 
undying love to him was forcing him to watch this. Mini orgies he could deal with, threesomes, but for 
Jonathan to do this to him? It almost tore his heart in two. 


He knew that Jonathan could be a pervert, when the mood took him, but this really was scraping the bottom 
of the barrel. 


How could Jonathan even think that he could possibly enjoy this? A lone tear ran down Chester's cheek, and he 
was powerless to wipe it away. He bit down onto the piece of silk that Jonathan had gagged him with, and 


choked back a sob of envy and sadness as Jonathan let out a loud, low moan of orgasmic pleasure. 


Jonathan, meanwhile, was too far gone to notice Chester's jealousy and pain. Mike, he had discovered, was an 


expert at sucking dick. Fuck, even Chazy wasn't this damn good. And at this rate, he reasoned, it wouldn't be 


long before he came. 


Mike brought his mouth down along Jonathan's throbbing dick, and before he knew it, Jonathan had pushed his 
head back, wrapping his hand in his hair. 


"Stay there. Don't move." Jonathan almost panted, before he slowly, yet forcefully began to thrust into Mike's 


mouth. 
"All | want you to do is just suck, got it?" 


Mike groaned, and began to match Jonathan's rhythm, sucking strongly as Jonathan, for lack of a better 
phrase, fucked his mouth. Chester's eyes widened, any semblance of lust rapidly diminishing. To him, this wasn't 


in any way shape or form sexy. It was just downright sickening. 
And what was worse, he couldn't do a thing about it. 


Mike and Jonathan were horny beyond belief. Their moans rang through the room as Jonathan's dominant 
nature turned them both on like never before, and Jonathan's legs began to shake as his oncoming orgasm 


threatened to make him collapse. 


Mike cried out one last time as Jonathan came, pushing his cock as far as he could down his throat without 


choking him. They both collapsed, Jonathan on the bed, Mike onto the floor. 


It was only then that Jonathan noticed that Chester, by now, was sobbing, not even bothering to disguise his 
pain and envy. Jonathan was shocked. Surely this was bound to turn him on? After all, wasn't Chester the one 
who admitted that threesomes and voyeurism turned him on? Mike looked up at Jonathan, sadness in those 


deep brown eyes. 


room. He paused only to stand beside Chester, and whisper in his ear , "I'm sorry, Chazy." 


Jonathan went over to where Chester was trying desperately to free himself from the restraints that were 
stopping him from either running away from Jonathan, or punching the fucker out. Jonathan reached up, and 
took the silk scarf from Chester's mouth, and a sob escaped from him. Jonathan, at that exact moment, felt 
like complete and utter shit. He raised his hand, and wiped away a tear from Chester's cheek with his thumb. 


‘lm sorry, baby, | thought that you'd love it. | fucked up, didn't 1?" said Jonathan, quietly. 


Chester couldn't reply. He just stared at his lover, stunned at how quickly he'd forgotten about Mike being his 
first male partner. About how jealous Mike had been when he and Jonathan had started to see each other. 


Jonathan had no clue as to how devious Mike Shinoda could be. What if this was just a plan to split them up, if 
Mike really wanted to be back with him? That, Chester knew, would kill Jonathan. So, why did Jonathan even 
think that letting him watch the love of his life get sucked off by the one person that could spoil it would turn 
him on? 

But Chester didn't, couldn't say anything. He was too hurt, too shocked to say anything. 

"Just get this tape off of me, please." 

His voice was quiet, small. Jonathan felt like a stake had been driven through his heart. He'd fucked up, he knew 
he'd fucked up, and he felt even worse than he did five minutes ago. The worst thing about it was that 


Chester seemed so calm about it. And whatever his reasons were for his calmness, it scared him. 


Jonathan obliged, and as soon as he'd loosened the tape, Chester merely stood up and stared, coldly, at 
Jonathan. 


"Do me and you both a favor, Jonathan. Go. Because | don't think that | even want to breathe the same air as 


you right now." 


"Just tell me what | did that was so wrong? | wanted to surprise you, Chazy. l.l love you. Why would | want 


to intentionally hurt you?" 
Jonathan pulled his track pants back on as he spoke, grabbed at the t-shirt that lay on the bed. 
"GOIN" yelled Chester, his voice slamming against the walls, and for once, making Jonathan jump. 


Jonathan realized that in the mood Chester was now in, there would be no reasoning with him. No point in 


sitting down and talking to him. 

Jonathan walked towards the door, before turning to face Chester. 

I'm sorry, okay? And | love you. You know where my room is.” 

And with that, Jonathan left, closing the door quietly behind him. Chester calmly went over to the bedside 
table, where a framed photo of he and Jonathan sat. He picked it up, and, without warning, hurled it at the 


door. 


Then he curled up in a ball on his bed and cried himself to sleep. 


Chapter 5 


It had been almost a week since Jonathan had spoken to Chester. Almost a week since Jonathan had let 


Mike........well, let Mike do something that neither of them had really thought through. 


The whole sorry episode had ended with Chester practically screaming at Jonathan to get out of his room, and 
Jonathan had spent the last week trying to talk to Chester, only to be continually blocked by Joe Hahn Boy, 


was he a tough one to crack. 


His last attempt to speak to Chester saw Jonathan and Joe swearing at each other loudly, with Jonathan telling 
Joe that he was a cocksucker. 


Joe returned with the equally spiteful accusation that actually, no, he wasn't the cocksucker, Mike Shinoda was. 
And shouldn't he be looking for Mike, rather than Chester, since Chester wasn't good enough at it? 


Jonathan had stood there for all of a minute, before lifting his fist, and slamming it into Joe's face. Joe, 
thought Jonathan, fell to the floor like a sack of shit. He then stepped over Joe's prostrate form, before he 


made his way to the bar, and, for the first time in almost seven years, started to drink himself into oblivion 


This development went down like the proverbial lead balloon with the Korn camp. They had seen how bad an 


alcoholic Jonathan could be. 


They were the ones who would take the brunt of his drunken tirades, who were systematically torn apart by 
Jonathan, who would try and pull him out of many a fist fight, and tear him away from people who he'd bitten 


Needless to say, when his band mates had found Jonathan lying in a drunken heap outside his hotel room, they 
laid the blame firmly at Chester's door. 


It was Munky who decided to take care of Jonathan, and he moved into Jonathan's suite to make sure that he 
got through another day. One night, after Jonathan had cried himself to sleep (yet again), he thought that it 


was time that someone had a rice, quiet chat with Mr. Bennington. 


Chester sat in his suite, mindlessly flicking through umpteen TV channels. He didn't know how many there were. 
He'd stopped counting after 32. It was only after he heard the third knock on his door, the one that threatened 


to shake it loose from its hinges, that he got up and answered it. 


Munky barged in, pushing the door open, and making it bang loudly against the wall before he slammed it shut. 


| hope you're fucking happy with yourself, Bennington!" he yelled, catching Chester off guard. His face was 
getting redder by the minute, and he was finding it hard to keep a lid on his temper. 


‘Oh yes. come in. Feel free." deadpanned Chester, turning his back on Munky. 
That was his first mistake. 
Munky grabbed Chester by the shoulder, and spun him around to face him. 


"Seven years! Seven fucking years of being sober! Have you any idea how hard that's been for HIV?" he 


practically screamed. 
"That guy loves you more than life itself!" 


Chester's eyes flashed angrily. 


"What did you expect him to do?l?! Lie? He knew what turned you on! He played up to it! In fact, you told him 
yourself that you liked watching people getting fucked and sucked in front of you! So he fucked up, big deall" 


Munky stopped to catch his breath. At this present moment in time, he fucking hated Chester Bennington. 


So. 


"You have no clue how devious that fucker is! It took him forever to accept my relationship with Jonathan! 


And even though he's not saying so, he wants me back!" 

Munky let out a snort of derision. 

"Don't flatter yourself. | know for a fact that Mike Shinoda isn't the least bit interested in your scrawny ass. 
He told me so himself. If you really want to know, he's showing a lot of interest in Eminem's butt. Even though 
the feeling isn't mutual. The only reason that he did that with Jonathan is because Jonathan persuaded him to. 
And believe me; Davis can be very persuasive when he has to be." 

Chester turned away, and muttered "Asshole." under his breath. 

Munky just caught it. 


"What did you just call me?!" 


Chester stared straight at Munky. 


"Asshole. | called you an asshole. Got a problem with that?" 
That was his second mistake. 


"So I'm an asshole now? Tell you what, shorty. How about | show you a whole new meaning of the word 


‘asshole'?" 


With that, Munky launched himself at Chester, and threw a right hook that landed squarely on Chester's jaw. 


Chester flew backwards, and went ass over tit across the chair he'd been sitting in. 


"How about | tear you a brand new asshole, dickwadl?l?" growled Munky, swinging another punch at Chester, 


and hitting him in his ribs. Chester grunted, and bent over, gasping for breath. 


Munky swung one last punch at Chester, making Chester's lip burst open. The blood trickled down Chester's 
chin, and he coughed as one of Munky's size eleven feet kicked him in the ribs. 


"Remember this, Chester," spat Munky as he towered over Chester's prone and gasping form. "Jonathan is, 
first and foremost, my best friend. I've seen how low he's sunk before, and I've seen how hard it was to claw 
his way back. And l'm fucked if I'm going to let a little scrote like you drag him back there again. Think about 
that while you're down there, you little shit.” 

And with that, he turned to leave the room, deliberately knocking into Joe Hahn as he ran into the room. 


"You might need to call a doctor. | could've sworn that | heard one of ‘ol Chazy's ribs snap there." 


The Projekt Revolution tour was thrown into chaos. 


Munky was being threatened with legal action by Linkin Park's lawyers. 
Munky told Linkin Park and their lawyers to go fuck themselves. 
Korn were threatening to leave the whole tour. 


Snoop Dogg said that if Korn left, then he was off as well. 


Jonathan was seen running out of a bar, in hot pursuit of a guy who'd made fun of his friend, waving a pool 


cue as if it were a lethal weapon 
That was followed by Jonathan cracking aforementioned guy over the head with aforementioned pool cue. 
Add to that the swollen jaw, busted lip, and three broken ribs that Chester had, courtesy of one James 


Shaffer, and the tour wasn't exactly a stroll in the sun. Chester's injuries, however, weren't public knowledge. 


As far as their fans knew, he'd gotten them whilst dicking around on a skateboard backstage. 


Relations between Jonathan and Chester hadn't improved. 


If anything, they'd worsened. They barely spoke to each other during a photo shoot, preferring to converse in 


quietly growled accusations and barbed snipes. 

"Love the busted lip, Chazy. It makes you look almost manly. You must be taking tips from Munk Dog." 
‘It beats trying to prove my manhood by drinking myself stupid." 

"Drinking yourself stupid? Judging by recent events, | don't think you'd have any trouble doing that" 
"td have thought that a man like you didn't need to hide from someone like me." 

"At least | didn't need a poor imitation of Fatboy fucking Slim to hide behind" 


‘Of course not" (Smile through gritted teeth) "You just hid behind your cabaret version of Bob fucking 
Marley." 


| have to say, Fatboy Fat looked quite funny, lying on his fat ass after | punched him. He looked like a Weeble 
with the end weight missing." 


"Hardy har har. Don't give up the day job, Davis. Comedy was never your strong point.” 


"You, on the other hand, seem to be quite good at it. You make me laugh every time | think about Munky 


knocking you on your scrawny ass." 

Photographer. "| don't suppose | could get a photo of you guys hugging?" 
Jonathan: "I'd rather chew my own leg off” 

Chester. "I'm sorry, did someone just say that hell had frozen over?" 


End of photo session 


Chester's hurt and rage finally erupted at a show in Atlanta, Georgia It was during Linkin Park's performance 


of ‘From The Inside' when the words all seemed to fit how he felt perfectly. 


And what made it better (or worse, depending on whether or not your name was Jonathan Davis) was the fact 


that he could sing them directly to the object of his rage. 
Chester took a deep breath as the intro blasted out of the speakers, before he opened his mouth to sing... 


| don't know who to trust 


No surprise 
Jonathan, who was busy talking to Head, suddenly whipped around as Mike finished his line. 


Heavy thoughts sift through dust 
And the lies 


Chester could feel tears begin to prick at his eyes, and swallowed them back. He was fucked if he was going to 
cry in front of Jonathan He didn't ever hear Mike's rap come in. He opened his mouth to sing again, and the 
lyrics came out slightly more forcefully than usual. 


Take everything 

From the inside 

And throw it all away 
Cause | swear 


For the last time 
| wont trust myself with you 


Jonathan stood, frozen to the spot. Was this really how Chester felt? Like throwing it all away? Because, he 
thought, if thats what he wants, then fine. It wasn't like he couldn't find any body else, male or female. 


Chester threw a glance in Jonathan's direction. Jonathan was standing there, his ‘game face’ on. Looking at 


Chester as if to say; "You know what buddy? Screw you" 
Chester began to sing the next line, an angry edge to his voice..... 


Tension is building inside 
Steadily 


He clenched his free hand into a tight fist, his stomach tying itself into an angry knot. 


Jonathan merely glared, his stare cold enough to freeze the Pacific. 


Heavy thoughts forcing their way 
Out of me 


A tear ran down Chester's cheek, his ribs throbbing as the humid Georgian air made it difficult to breathe. 
Jonathan's face was a mask of barely disguised anger and rejection 


Chester took a deep breath as he came to the end of the second chorus. He knew that this was going to be 
agony, given the state of his ribs. But he turned to face Jonathan anyway. 


His face twisted into something close to hate as launched into his trademark scream... 


atte | won't trust myself with you 


| WONT WASTE MYSELF ON YOU 
YOU 

YOU 

WASTE MYSELF ON YOU 

YOU 

YOU 


Hl fake everything 

From the inside 

And throw it all away 

Cause | swear 

For the last time 

| won't trust myself with you 


And as the song ended, Chester threw his microphone to the ground, and walked off the stage. He stopped 
beside Jonathan, and opened his mouth to speak. 


Jonathan beat him to it. 


"If that's the way you want it, Chester, then fine. Screw your shitty little Korn wannabe band, screw this 
shitty little Tour.” 


Jonathan moved closer to Chester, close enough to where only Chester could hear him. 
"And most importantly....... 


Jonathan raised his voice, almost deafening Chester as he screamed; 


"SCREW YOU, YOU USELESS PIECE OF FUCKING SHITIIIII" 


Jonathan pushed past Chester, and with that, promptly left the Projekt Revolution tour. 


